Those Famous Idaho Potatoes by Valvis, James
Volume 33
Issue 2 Westview Article 10
2-15-2018
Those Famous Idaho Potatoes
James Valvis
Follow this and additional works at: https://dc.swosu.edu/westview
Part of the Fiction Commons, Nonfiction Commons, Photography Commons, and the Poetry
Commons
This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by the Journals at
SWOSU Digital Commons. It has been accepted for inclusion in Westview
by an authorized administrator of SWOSU Digital Commons. For more
information, please contact phillip.fitzsimmons@swosu.edu.
Recommended Citation
Valvis, James (2018) "Those Famous Idaho Potatoes," Westview: Vol. 33 : Iss. 2 , Article 10.
Available at: https://dc.swosu.edu/westview/vol33/iss2/10
Imagine the luck. We’re driving in Idaho
for the first time when, all of a sudden,
a truck filled with potatoes drives by.
I mean, really. I’m with my new bride 
on vacation, and the only thing I know
about the state is they grow potatoes.
Now, here’s this truck filled to the top
and overflowing with a mountain of spuds.
It’s almost never like this. When I arrived
in Washington, I didn’t see an apple orchard
until I lived in the state almost a year.
I lived in the Sunshine State, where it rains
practically every day. In New Jersey,
all Italians don’t really belong to the mob.
Few in the military were like the soldiers
you see on television or in the movies.
One of the best people I know is a politician.
One of the worst talks of nothing but love.
“Potatoes!” I yell at my wife. “Oh, wow!”
And she rolls her eyes, shaking her head.
After all, we’re in Idaho. What did I expect?
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